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ing Duchess, whose success had aroused much jeal-
ousy, friend of the Queen, governess of the royal
children, was now treated like a condemned criminal.
A moment before she had been told that the hour of
exile had corne, and that she could not see the sun
rise at Versailles. She could not be allowed to give
one last glance at the beautiful park, at its familiar
shades; but she must depart at once, at midnight, in
disguise: it is all like a hideous nightmare. And
then imagine the distress and anxiety that pursued
the fugitives in their journey! Was the Queen they
had left to be saved or lost ? and the King, who was
to start for Paris in the morning, would he be alive
in the evening? That throne, with no army to de-
fend it, would it be overthrown ? "When would end
this exile, begun so gloomily ?

On their way they heard threats and imprecations.
If the fanatics who were declaiming against the
authorities had known that the passing carriage con-
tained the detested Polignacs, they might fear the
worst. When they got to Sens they found that the
populace had risen. An inquisitive crowd came up
and asked them: " Do you come from Paris ? Are
the Polignacs still with the Queen?" The Abbd de
Balivi^re remained perfectly calm, and answered
quietly: "The Polignacs? They are now a good
way from Versailles. Those evil persons have been
got rid of."

At the next stopping-place a postilion got up on
the step, and said to the Duchess: " Madame, there